One of the most interesting and striking features of his reports was that in many instances (77 Just recently I saw a patient, an artist, who had lost the use of her right arm owing to functional spasm. On the physical side she had a parathyroid deficiency and the emotional picture was that she was a second child with a sister before her. The first thing that she could remember was her mother telling her what a disappointment she was, that she ought to have been "Malcolm." She grew up believing that she ought to have been a boy, and that an unjust fate had robbed her of her rightful share of maternal affection, so she made violent and over-determined efforts to obtain all her father's affection and succeeded fairly well, at the cost no doubt of unpopularity with her brothers and sisters. She carried on unceasing warfare with her mother, and when she was 38 the mother collapsed into senile dementia, through which this daughter had to nurse her for two long years. She became the complete martyr; she, who had always attributed any misfortune to her mother's unkindness, was condemned to be her constant attendant. Her art was now being sacrificed to her mother's need. By the time the mother died, the arm was useless for painting. Now, if she were to forget all this, and make a reasonable adaptation to life to-morrow, it would necessarily involve forgetting her martyrdom, so she continues to enjoy her sacrifice, wallowing in her failure of adaptation, because it gives her secret satisfaction. She is revengirig herself on her mother; going through the world a pitiable object; crying poverty and demanding support because she is the victim of her mother's injustice. 
